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Slippery When Wet 


Author's Notes: 
Sorry not sorry for this sexy yet comedic story. And yes, Richie Sambora is color blind. Well, my 
readers. HAVE FUN! 


1186 

Bon Jovi guys just got in this far away town, with just a few clubs and some bad hotels. They all went 
straight up to drink at one named "Wild Wind", but Jon and Richie weren't in the mood of getting drunk and out 
of themselves. They'd have next night to do so after the gig, and they couldn't risk catching a cold or 
something like that. 

They thought about doing some sightseeing, getting to know the area.. 


"Nol You can't" 


After a while... 


"Doc, can we go to the beach near here?" Sambora tried. 

"Nol" 

"Doc! Can we go stargazing at the park in front of here?" Jon tried to convince him with his charm. 
"Nol" 

"WHAT CAN WE DO?!" 


"Either drink here or go to the hotel." 


The boys made a grumpy face, Jon turned around in his heels and as Richie was going to begin his complaint, 


he yanked his jacket's collar, pulling him out of the place. 

"Thanks man, or we'd end up with no manager." 

"I know you too damn well to know that you'd end up fucking up!" 

They laughed as they trotted towards the cheapest hotel they have ever seen The way there was beautiful, 
specially at night. They were a street behind the one that led to the sand of a untouched beach, so at each 
crossroads, they could see the waves going back and forth at distance, and the moonlight reflected on the 


crystalli ne water. 


The sky was also pretty that night. Besides the majestic full moon, even the farthest star could be seen 


twinkling, making a contrast with the almost black canvas. 


"Every time | see a sky like this | automatically remember you, Richie." Jon said quite romantically, but his 


smile couldn't deny. 

"Why? Because I've got skills that could light the ignorance of some wannabes?!" He joked a litte. 

"No! It's because your guitars have stars, their fretmarks are stars, you stage clothes have stars, the 
buckles are star-shaped." His true intentions just flew away from his mouth as the two laughed out loudly 
through the streets, punching each other lightly until they got to the hotel. 


"John Bongiovi's and Richard Sambora's room accesses please." The brunette asked the girl on the counter. 


"Rooms 15.5 and 156, fifteenth floor. Just taking the elevator." The girl said handing them the keys and also not 
giving a damn. Jon, on the other hand, shivered at the thought of an elevator. 


"Excuse me, but where are the stairs?" Richie kept on. 


"There are no stairs. Good night, sir" 
She then went away to a restricted access room, leaving them standing there like idiots. 


"Jonny, | think we'd have to take the elevator." He said, but when he turned to his friend, he was crossing his 


arms and shivering. 

"I don't want to, Rich..l'm afraid of it..you know too damn well.” Jon was almost crying. 

The older man just held him, stroking his back and trying to calm him down He buried his well-tanned face in 
that mane of blonde hair in perm, shushing him. When he could do so, he let go off Jon, but kept his arm over 
his shoulder, walking towards the elevator. 

Richie stepped inside it and felt Jon paralyse. He looked at Jon with that warm smile, that told with no words 
that everything would be okay, so he also boarded it. Richie pressed the button for their floor and the door 
closed. Jon clung to him even more. 

"You're looking like a kid, Jon!" He laughed a little. 

Its not funny!" He protested, 


And some seconds went by. A en ls ee o O 


And then the elevator shook violently, bringing both men to the floor, as the lights were also off for a while, 
but then they were on once again, showing that the elevator had stopped at floor 6. 


Jon began scream and cry like a little child Richie had hit his head so hard on the floor, that it opened his skin 


and formed a cut, which was bleeding, 

"| told you that this wasnt a good idea! | told you!" 
"Calm down, Jonny. 

"Hurry up and press that red button!" 


Richie was confused. Which button did he meant? There were so many, and they all seemed the same, except 
for the numbers of the floors. He analyzed them, trying to figure out. 


"Hurry up, Richie!" 


He couldn't understand, and he was puzzled and angry with it. 


"The red but." 

"IM COLOR BLIND, JON! HOW WILL | KNOW WHICH BUTTON IS RED!?" 

Silence. His daltonism was something he preferred to keep in secret, for people not to think he was a weirdo or 
something. He can lead a normal life, it's just not being able to see some colors. He could always manage to find 
another way of solving problems involving colors, just like he had just done. 


" here says Panic Button, so it must be this. " and then he pressed. 


Jon was sitting on the corner, shivering as he buried his face on his knees. Richie kneeled in front of him and 


caressed his hair. 
"Sorry for yelling at you. | didn't notice | was so tense." 


He lifted his head, showing a crying face. He immediately changed moods when he saw the huge cut at his 


friend's head. He also got on his knees, removing locks of bronze colored hair from the injury. 


"Oh my God, Richie. It's bleeding lots! And it must be aching so much, too!" He touched his friend's cheek near 
the cut. 


"Not that much. Like a normal headache. It's nothing to worry about" 


As he spoke, Jon took his bandanna from his pocket and folded it into a strand, firstly cleaning the blood that 
run down his face and then tying it around Richie's head to stop it from bleeding more. 


"Thanks Dr. Bongiovi! But won't | be given a get-well-soon kiss on my injury?!" He joked. 


Jon laughed and kissed his head softly. He sat back on his spot and the brunette did the same. They were 


silent for a moment, until Jon broke it. 

‘| didn't know you were color blind" 

He giggled 

"There are a lot of things you unfortunately don't know about me" He smiled shyly. 

"But how do you see things? | mean, what colors you can't see?" Jon seemed curious about it. 
"Red, green and brown. And don't tell anyone about it" 


"| won't. But aren't you sad that you can't see them? Like, you miss so many things" 


Richie looked at the ground, smiling lightly. 
"Not at all, since the most important things | will always be able to see." 
Jon tilted his head, meaning that he'd need to explain. 


"I will always see the golden of you hair locks and the ocean blue of eyes, things that | love so much." He 
sounded passionate and Jon blushed hard, his mouth opening to say some but he couldn't. 


" wanna know more about me?" And Jon nodded. 

The older man cupped his face and tenderly connected his lips to Jon's. He was startled at first, but then 
surrendered to his charms, closing his eyes and resting his hands in the back of his neck and on his scalp, 
messaging a little, pulling the brunette closer. 

Richie broke the kiss in need of air. He wasn't expecting this reaction. 

"I love you, Jonny, more than you can ever imagine." 

He smiled and pecked his friend's lips. 

"And | think | love you too, Rich." 

Jon pulled him for another kiss, tugging his lover's shirt. Richie placed his hands on the back of his neck and on 
the small of his back, giving him support as he deepened the action. Jon's hands found home on that exposed 
tanned chest and he also spread his legs a little, allowing their bodies to be even closer. 

But as everyone knows, elevator floors are really slippery and since the only thing that kept Jon sitting 
straight was his pair of jeans, of course in 2 minutes or more he was completely laid down. His new lover's 
knee right between his thighs, holding him closer as he sucked on his neck, leaving eventual sloppy and wet 
kisses. Richie was mentally thanking God that Jon was a singer, because the sounds he was making were 


something so surreal that got him hard in a matter of instants. 


The older man stopped and took a look at the guy beneath him, who was panting, his mouth wet and his blue 


eyes dark with lust, hair everywhere and his own sweat had made it straight once more. 

‘Jonny..you are so hot right now.” 

"Rich..you motherfucker, why did you stop?! Make me! | beg!" He said, tilting his head back and closing his eyes. 
He did as he was asked and tore his shirt open, exposing his hairy chest, also wet in sweat. Richie didn't have 


to think twice, he just began kissing a spot near the blonde's earl sending shivers through his spine, and licked 


a trail to his chest, wet kissing it all until he was near his pants. Jon was moaning like no one has ever seen. He 


looked frightened to his brunette as he lifted his head. 

"Did | do something wrong?" 

"Definitely not. It's just that..you know..l've never done such." 
Richie sighed. 


"Unfortunately | can't say the same! Hahahahaha. But I'll go slow and tender, don't care about it. Why would | 
hurt you, honey?" He jokingly pecked the tip of his nose. "Do you want to go on with this?" 


Their eyegaze met and turned Jon a lot redder than before, as he nodded. Richie kissed his lips once more and 


removed his own, blood-stained jacket. Jon sighed in passion at the sight of his strong and muscular torso. 
Richie went back to his place, taking Jon's pants off. He breathed heavily all the way to his crotch, undid the 
button and pulled the zipper down with his teeth sensually. He was as hard as him. He laughed when he took 
them completely off. 

"No underwear?! So that's the secret for the bulge that girls seem to like so much!" 

Jon tried to giggle, but it was too hot to do so. 


"Well, thank goodness | forgot it too!" 


He said as he yanked down his own pants, freeing his painful erection. Jon was almost sure he was going to 


faint, and he was pretty close to that, if Richie didn't... 

"AH!" He felt his index finger entering his ass, and now going back and forth. He moaned way more. 
"You like it, babe?" He said, grinning. 

"Yeah..please, more!" The blonde managed to say between moans. 


Richie winked and inserted his middle finger, twisting and turning inside him. Jon's moans now we're more to 


screams of lust. 
"One more and | think itll do. You enjoying it, Jon?" 


He was already rocking against his fingers when he begged. "No more fingers. | want YOU. Now! Please, Richie. 


Fuck me NOW!" 


And as he told, he did. The guitarist pulled his fingers off him, making him sigh with the absence of something 


down there. He put the younger man's legs on his shoulders as he was on his knees, spit on his hands and 


rubbed his aching cock. 
"Are you sure, Jonny?" He said, lining up with his entrance. 
"Do you think.I'd be begging.if | wasnt?!" He managed to say panting. 


Richie just closed his eyes and pushed his length into his best friend, moans against screams. Everything was 


numbed for some seconds as he felt the grasp of his ass muscles against his cock. 


"Shush, Jon.itll feel better soon..you're too damned tight!" He said, caressing his blonde locks. Jon was panting 
way heavier and there were tears in his eyes. He surely regretted not having that last stretch. 


"Can we begin?" 

A nod as answer. 

And with a green light (even though he cannot see green), he pounded lightly, hearing the sweet sex sounds 
that were being emitted. The heat coming up from their bodies, as he'd certainly joke later, was way more 
than 1200 degrees. 


"Faster, Rich..faster..” 


Richie thought he'd never ask. He sped up, holding onto Jon's shoulder for support, since he was feeling the 


lust take over his body. His ball were slapping Jon's asscheeks, making the duo moan way more. 
"Richie..do me! Take me! Fuck me raw!" He ordered between moans. 


The brunette, in a desperate attempt to fulfill their wish, put his legs down and held onto his hips, pulling and 


pushing him as if Jon was a rag doll..and he was liking his role. 


"AAAAH" Richie had found his spot, and that sent a shiver that was more to an electric shock through his 


spine. 


"You like it here?! Huh, Jonny?!" He said sarcastically as he hit there repeatedly, making him scream with 


passion. 
"Rich.'m getting close..close" 


"So cum for me, babe" and with that he wrapped a hand around his member and gave him just a few strokes, 


before he exploded in his hand. Hot white cream was everywhere around that tiny, close space. 


‘lm no different, Jon.prepare yourself." 


And then he himself filled the blonde's hole with his warm cum, letting out a high pitched moan. He pulled off 


him and collapsed on top of Jon. 


The two were there, trying to regulate their breaths after such a hot sex. Jon was running his fingers 
through his long brown hair as he was kissing tenderly his neck. 


"So Jon.was it good?" 

It made me even forget about the elevator! Thanks Richie!" 

Then Richie kissed his lips before realizing that the elevator was unstable yet again. 
"Its better for us to get dressed, it's working again 


And they did so, forgetting the fact everything was all covered in white. Richie managed to get dressed pretty 
quickly, despite his shaky legs, but Jon was having some difficulties. 


"Hold onto me, I'll hold you, so you won't fall.” Richie knew it was the consequence of his sore hole. 
He got dressed, but the guitarist didn't let go of him. 
I'm already dressed.” 


"I know. | just want to have you some more time in my arms." Hearing this, Jon leaned his head on his 


shoulder, placing his hand on his chest, too. 

The doors finally opened, revealing the fifteenth floor's corridor. Richie could feel the singer's smile at the 
sight in front of him. They were free to wander around the place once again. They stepped out of the tiny, 
steel box and trotted towards their rooms. Not they they needed two, right now. When they got to their door, 
they saw Tico, David and Alec hanging out at the end of the corridor. 

"Hey! How did you get up here?" 


"We took the stairs, dumbass! The elevator was threatening to break down since the |160s according to the 
owner." David told them. 


The two men were mad. How could that girl not tell them about it? 
"But wasn't it a girl that was on the counter?" Richie said, madly. 
"The girl is the owner's daughter, a junkie that sometimes hang out around here." Tico explained. 


"Good night, gentlemen!" Jon opened the room door angrily and pulled Richie in 


The brunette closed the door, waving them goodbye. Jon let himself fall on the sofa, really mad that there 


were stairs and even so he needed to take the elevator. 
"Cimon! At least we had fun in there!" Richie sat on the edge of it, stroking the singer's thick thighs. 
Jon got up and looked at him straighten in the eyes. 


"Nothing that we couldn't do here, exactly like this!" And with that, he pulled Richie down for a second round. 


